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TO THE FRENDLY READER, 

Courteous reader, if anie thing herein either please or 
profitte thee, afforde me thy good worde in recompence 
of my paines : if ought offend or hurt thee, I desire that 
thou forget the one, and forgiue the other. This toy be- 
ing liked, the next may prooue better; being discour- 
aged, wil cut of the likeliehood of my trauaile to come. 
But by that meanes all will be well, and. both parties 
pleased, for neither shall I repent my labovr in the like,^ 
nor thou be anie more troubled with my faultes or 
follies. 

« 

Yet for this once I hope that thou wilt in respect of 
my trauaile in penning these louepassions, or for pitie of 
my paines in suffering them (although but supposed) 
so suruey the feultes herein escaped, as eyther to winke 
at them, as ouersightes of a blinde Louer ; or to excuse 
them, as idle toyes proceedinge froin a youngling frenzie ; 



8 TO THE FRENDLY READER. 

or lastlie, to defend them, by saying, it is nothing prceter 
decorum for a maimed man to halt in his pase, where his 
wound enforceth him, -or for a Poete to falter in his 
Poeme, when his matter requireth it. Horner in men- 
tioning the swiftness of the winde, maketh his verse to 
runne in posthaste all vpon Dactilus : and Virgill in ex- 
pressing the striking downe of an oxe, letteth the end of 
his hexameter fall withall, procumhit humi bos. 

Therefore if I roughhewed my verse, where my sense 
was vnsettled, whether through the nature of the passion, 
which I felt, or by rule of art, which I had learned, it 
may seeme a happie fault ; or if it were so framed by 
counsel 1, thou mayest 'thinke it well donne : if by 

chaunce, happelie. 

Thomas Watson, GenL 



HERA: 

Listen, my friend, let quotations, 

Let volcanic and strange fluctuations 

Which throbbed to-day through the market, 

Fall from you as the gray ashes 

Drop off your cigar and leave gleaming 

The pure pleasant light of siesta : 

The light of your mind's meditation. 

Let me weave with the silveriest phrases 

Air-undisturbing but meaning, 

Like the soft- flying, prey-seeking fisher, 

Delicate fringes of praises. 

Praises of her, of my Hera I 

Such shall brighten the wreaths your Havana 

Is curling now, as the grey western 

Clouds crimson with sunlighted fringes ; 

And all of the smoke in its azure 

Shall be consecrated for incense I 



lo HERA. 

For who is more worthy of incense ? 

Not the great God of Moses, whose nostrils 

Drew their breath from the taint of blood reeking 

Warm from the sacrificed oxen, 

Had delight in the smell of the slaughter, 

The sweat and the dust of the battle ! 

Not the bold sun, — ^adoration 

Should be shown him by fire and color, 

His loveliest, grandest creations. 

Not even the holy Madonna 

To whom has already been given 

Her meed of the praises of nations 

By the sacred right hands of the masters, 

That in painting her made them immortal. 

Sufficient, ay, amply sufficient. 

Such worship for her, queen of heaven, 

For to woman man burneth the incense ! 

The subtilest and purest of fancies. 

His warmest and true admiration, 

His deepest and noblest devotion, 



HERA, II 

Frankincense are and sweet spices, 
Burned by his thoughts on her altar ! 

My friend, you're well-read in the poets, 
You know all the love-verse of Petrarch, 
The reverent affection of Dante ; 
And even those stray waifs of music. 
Unkempt and uncared-for, that enter 
The heart as if to a refuge ; 
And readily you will remember 
How often is woman there likened 
To a flower, in her color, her beauty, 
In her growth, her decay, and hier frailty ; 
But, let me tell youj though flowers. 
Bud, blossom, and seed-cup, they may be. 
Strict nature denied them aroma. 
All, — the sensuous oppression of odor. 
The spicy clear breaths of carnations. 
The most transient, most delicate perfume. 
The strong and the noxious aroma. 



12 HERA, 

And those tranquillizing the senses, 

Are not the breath of her spirit ; — 

Are ever the thoughts and the praises, 

The unuttered as well as the spoken, 

With which our sex-royal endows her. 

So, as the queen-lily in gladness 

Bends her white throat to shake from her 

Delicate clouds of her fragrance, 

Does the man- crowned queen among women, 

Most gracious, acknowledge her Warwick, 

And show him aglow in her actions 

His thoughts to her perfume transmuted. 

And thus mafi is more than rewarded. 

As the Magdalen into her precious 
Costliest casket of ointment 
Broke for the loving anointing 
Of the Savior's feet as they rested 
At the feast, not hers, but a Levites, 
So shall I with a true adoration 



HERA. 13 

Pour out on the feet of my darling, 

My treasure expended in spikenard ; 

And though you should catch but the odor, 

The words, you can glean from their sweetness 

The purity, truth, and the richness 

Of the love my heart's treasure is spent in. 

And who is more worthy than Hera ! 

More fragrant than she with affection 

Of others surrendered to virtue ? 

Who sits closer the hearts of her kindred. 

Hears quicker those innermost whispers 

That breathe softly from their recesses 

Only to sigh with their echo ? 

Woman gives to us crude, in our nature, 

Grandly hewn rough from the marble, 

New knowledge of delicate issues, 

Of low-sounded chords of emotion, 

Of strong trust of red hearts in weak bodies. 

Of strange and illogical yearning 

In a higher soul-life where there can be 



14 HERA. 

No masculine truth, — where is beauty 
Beneficent, wonderful, holy ! 
And who of the sweetest of women 
Can teach me so much of this wisdom 
As Hera whose heart overfloweth ? 
Ay, let the word sound as I said it ; 
The scrolls of the ancients are tattered. 
The purest of creeds are but schisms, 
And the poor word wisdom is lauded, 
And strange priests make it their breastplate. 
Philosophies which in truth's sunlight . 
Would circle like flies of the summer, 
Their shadows and them unregarded, 
In the night of uncertainty 'round us. 
Still circle and tangle their pathways, 
But serve for our lights in the darkness. 
Purely none there is knoweth wisdom, 
A soul with a knowledge of beauty, 
Inborn and grown with its fibre, 
May have wisdom, we cannot gainsay it : 



HERA. 15 

* 

Man's wisdom of truth there can well be, 

Woman's wisdom of beauty there may be ! 

And Hera's strong nature is sentient 

To the infinite phases of beauty ; 

And repHes in its full diapason 

To the soul-note sounded by beauty. 

' Let philosophy shred its own carcass, 

Nor make you its carrion ghastly ; 

The firm white flesh of us young men, 

With the brisk, thick blood running through it 

Is not the fit food for that vulture. 

Let there be but one punished Prometheus, 

With. psychology's beak at his vitals ; — : 

Let that blood fill your brain,—- come, describe her : 

Her features, hot eyes, heavy- lidded, 

Rosy, kissable mouth, perhaps pouting ? — ' 

Ah ! that is well out of my province. 
A venturesome sculptor has done it ; 



HERA, 17 

A boy's ideal is enriched with ; 

Or is't a romance sweet and ancient, 

You are trying to pass upon me 

As the deep heart's love of a doubter, 

Of a man who believeth in little; 

A cynic whose small fang is harmless 

Though the bags are distended with venom ? ' 

I acknowledge your sarcasm wholesome — 
To his own distemper who spends it. 
However you're right in your guessing : 
She's the fanciful myth of a poet, 
A romance, and truthful ^nd tender, 
Of a time long ago told over. 
And the deep heart's love of a cynic. 
You'll allow a cynic that organ ? 
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IF YOU HAD KNOWN HER. 

If you had seen her 
As I did, — 

With her pure profile 
Handsoipe enough in its stillness 

To be sculptured in marble, 

A purer Diana ; 
Handsome enough for its stillness 

To be broken by laughter. 

To be shattered by kisses, 

If welcome and sweet ones, — 

You would have praised her, 

Praised her admiring, 

Praised her as I did. 

If you had seen her 
As I did, — 
18 



IF YOU HAD KNOWN HER, 19 

With her low laughter 
Breaking the silence of marble, 

With her honey-sweet smiling 

And sisterly glances, 
Begging you with their blue brightness 

To share in her pleasure, 

Confidingly asking 

To cherish her fancies, — 

You would have loved her, 

Loved her a woman. 

Loved her as I did. 

If you had seen her 
As I did, — 

In still meditation, 
Saddened by shadow of sorrow. 

Half impatient of fortune 

And restless beneath it, 
Seeing no crest to the hill-side 

Over which she was toiling. 



20 IF YOU HAD KNOWN HER, 

Scarcely out of the valley 
Of careless youth-freedom, — 
You would have longed to 
Aid her dear footsteps, 
Longed to as I did. 

If you had known her 

As I did, — 
Through all the changes 

Rung on her heart by her feelings, - 
All, tones that were tender 
And tru| as her heart was ; — 

Never erect as an angel, 

But a woman, all clinging, — 
Herself yet suspecting 
She was worthy protection ; — 
You would have worshipped. 
Worshipped her kneeling, 
As the true manhood 
Worships pure women. 



I. 



WINTER. 



LOVE'S SEASONS. 

Philosophy of waiting, with its pale 

Chill judgments soothing like the murderous snow, 

Is fit for winter hours that aged grow. 

From death to life, from stolid peace to hale 

Tumultuous hopes and throbbing love avail 

Spring changes sweet to lead us onward so ; 

While in the summer's fervid color-glow 

4 

The harvest of ripe love can never fail 
To fill the life with odorous sweets, and yield 
The gleanings of spring hopes no droughts destroy. 
And when the autumn comes, desire revealed 
Man-grown, no longer dimpled, thewless boy, 
Treads strongly out the juices of love's yield, 
And drinks possession's wine of quickening joy ! 

21 



OUT OF THE STRONG COMETH FORTH 

SWEETNESS. 

Leonardo from a horse's skull did woo 

With fingers deft sweet music, and so I 

With this poor instrument the essay try ; 

And aided by the love I bear for you, 

Make the unsightly form sound passion true, 

From every uncouth hollow softest sigh, 

Accord with dear desire and fancy high ; 

Till none can see the skull whence music grew. 

That thou may'st gather sweetness from their force 

By dint of thy o' ermastering intellect ; 

That thou may'st feel the heart-beat in the corse, 

And with thy kiss the breath of life detect : 

This is my heart's desire these lines indorse, 

And they like honey-drops my soul reflect. 
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LIGHT. 

As, when the child, new-born, through opened eyes, 
Feels first the shock of light within the brain, 
The subtilest sense is born that gives him reign 
O'er th' outw^ard world through mind's supremacies ; 
And as the seeing eye where'er it flies 
To shadows deep or thin for rest, would fain. 
Drawn by impatient nerves, crawl back again 
To reach the highest light where longing dies : 
So when I first saw thee a new-born sense 
That groped for splendor for the heart's delight 
Brought the effulgence of a world intense, 
Unknown before to me in doubting night ; 
And now no shadows give me rest though dense, 
My love must ever, have the highest light ! 
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CONSECRATION. 

To thee in thy seclusion, from the press 

Of hurried runners in the race, with sweat 

Made sweet by work for thee my brow still wet, 

I call, I lift my hands in vain caress. 

Thou canst not hear, thy answer cannot bless, 

Though thou art dreaming with a sad regret, 

And yearn' st to aid him whom the vail has set 

For many moons apart in loneliness. 

A moment in the vortex still I float, 

And send my voice, my heart in search of thee ; 

A moment, then as breezes sweep the mote 

So I am hurled through this tumultuous sea, 

As if each individual wave did gloat 

To rend me consecrate by thought of thee. 
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FOR THE BELOVED. 

What would you see ? A smile like light 

In one clear beam on a foamless brook, 

A quick smooth flash, a warm wet look. 

That falls to your heart like a sun-shower bright, 

A mixture of joy and tears — perchance ? 

And you would feel an upward glance 

Of great gray orbs that investigate, 

While the mouth beneath waits on the state 

Of the royal eyes that are my fate. 

And you would hear a voice whose tone 

Requires no sweetness but its own. 

Though words were wanting and a cry 

The only sound to know it by. 

But since upon the waves of tone 

Swim out sweet words of peace alone. 

Buoyant and joyous that they may be 

25 



26 FOR THE BELOVED. 

In that melodious sea let free, 

Her voice would reach the best manhood in thee. 

You can divine, since such her gifts to all she cometh 

nigh, 
The riches of smil^, glance and voice, if he she loves 

were by. 



RESISTANCE. 

* Incapable of effort thou must die ! ' 

This is the child's first understood decree. 

No fainting brain, no failing heart is plea 

At nature's pitiless feet in rest to lie. 

Since such the iron law, let each outfly, 

Break through by overdoing, pour a sea 

Of molten effort, burst what mould there be ! 

Rend nature with her strength, her throne deny : 

Kill pity pitilessly and die great ; 

Murder young love and cloistered rule the world ; 

Slay swart ambition, win by bearing fate, 

And die a martyr into glory hurled ! 

Or persecute the pale-browed fciith, elate 

With spreading power of oak compact and knurled. 
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MY TWILIGHT. 

Though thou art from my sight and I exist 

No longer in the mid-day of my love, 

With the warm glory of thy life above ; — 

Was turned from thee though heart did never list, 

Till o' er my for horizon thou wert; missed, 

I dwell in tender twilight that I love ; 

For from my purer atmosphere above 

Which thou didst color when its clouds thou kisst 

With interwoven blessings of thy beam, 

Comes the reflection of thy light unseen, 

And spreads this tender twilight where I dream ; — 

A faint reflection for a knowledge keen, 

But dyed with beauty from the beauty-gleam 

Which thou hast lent my thoughts to keep serene. 
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THE MIGHT OF LOVE. 

Though man has weighed the earth and probed the air 

With steady thrasts from his inquisitive eye, 

And swung himself off free into the sky, 

And sped and watched, and stopped and wondered there ; 

Anatomized the sun's supernal glare, 

And held within his hands as pebbles lie 

The distant stars of opaUine purity ; 

Though he has marked his nimble balance flare 

When one arm trembles by the sun- beam's weight. 

And taught air chastely to deny the light ; 

Though he has seen the germs that his life date ; 

The germs of love are still beyond his sight, — 

Mysterious love when thought is most elate 

Still crushes thought with his derided might. 
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THE TEMPLE OF LIFE. 

Before love comes the youth of Hfe is strong ; 

In bold and pure uprightness stands the shaft, 

A white, unfinished column : master-craft 

O' th' builder earth, but nature's working-song. 

Young life refines to blossoms, and along 

With finer tissues come the tints that laught 

Across the sky when love was born, — the graft 

Flames out with bloom : the shaft with love ere long 

Has flowered in the capital, youth's crown ! 

And love upholds the brave entablature, 

Whose figured frieze of merited renown 

On architrave of prowess hewn and dure 

Has perfect cornice of last task, life's crown ; — 

Upholds the work of life that will endure. 
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NATURE'S SONG. 

Ye are the notes of her song, 

O youths that upstart from the throng 

Of the tired, the old ! 

Down the ages she rung it out strong, 

» 

Up the ages she will it prolong 
Till the earth's warm bosom is cold. 

As she weaves the stars in her loom, 
And calls the worlds from the gloom 
To the light of her smile ; 
Or quenches some orb at its doom ; 
She has ever her song in bloom, 
Her wonderful song and her smile. 

As the suns Uy the seasons chime time, 
While the spheres in rhythm and rhyme 

31 



32 NATURE* S SONG, 

Tell their poem of life ; 
While comets up ether-hights climb ; 
Softly through all with power sublime 
She singeth her song of strife. 
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OBLIVION. 

T'hough based where steadfast roots of storm-waves grow, 

The lighthouse drives weak vanishing bolts through mist 

And we, though fortune may our lips have kissed, 

Have, the mere dropping years our sternest foe. 

As quick they fell from time's cup's overflow, 

And fume to haze our deeds cannot resist. 

Our works of brain, of fingers, or of fist, 

We see in this sad twiHght fede and go. 

All man's creations in this deathbed die ; 

And thus supreme despair becomes our lord ; 

Beneath this tyrant' s heel we suppliants cry : 

O Death ! unsheathe thy kindly misericorde, 

Give us the mercy-stab that we too die, 

For through our fingers dissipates our hoard. 
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A FLICKERING LIFE. 

If he were dead who keeps us separate ! 
The years he's harvested are many sheaves 
-Filled up with scant, or heavy, ears ; he leaves 
Completed work. If he should die too late, 
Reluctant, lingering at the solemn gate 
That leads to his long rest, that life bereaves 
'Two lives of all their sweets, that life reprieves 
The joy of hearts he warms ; will't balance, Fate ? 
Thou answerest : Far happier each alone, — 
P'ar better that our severed hearts are pure, 
Though thin their blood, than we should surfeit, prone 
To fatten us on dead-men's flesh for cure, 
-As we were ghouls together ; we may moan, 
-But longing shall not purity immure. 
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THY PORTRAIT. 

What virtues would I wish for in my wife ? 
The modesties of girlhood and of gift ; 
A youth so warm that modesty will lift; 
Not dissipate, the longings of girl's life ; 
With winged intelligence a mind so rife 
That modesty will be a rock whose drift 
Is fawning flood-tide's praises, and uplift 
Mind's beacon-fire above the windy strife. 
That it may send to the waiting hills its rays. 
Flooded o'er all an evertroubled sea 
Of tenderness that fills the common days : 
As broad as manhood's generosity, 
Brighter than woman's justice e'er can blaze. 
And deep as even woman's love can be ! 
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THE PLEA. 

Close the eyelids of thy soul 
That it may not see, 
And judge with its calm gray glance 
My false energy. 

Thou knowest the deed I did 

Was wrought by me 

Out of the steel of ire 

By the fire of love for thee. 

Thou knowest he that is gone 
To his fate suddenly, 
Was brutish in dark, and in light 
Lived gloved gentility. 

Thou knowest the scorn he flung 
Full on my breast that day ; 

36 
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But not how it burned deep in 
And eat my heart away I 

Thou knowest, — I can not speak • 
Dead traitorous thoughts of thee ! — 
His look, his words, — ^your blush, 
Your anger seen by me. 

I was a beast, and have lived 
Righteously up to that mark ; 
He was a god, and he fell,—; 
From heaven to the dark. 

I am a beast, and my rage 
Selected my prey, — 
The eagle who soared, who had struck 
Strong wing-blows that day. 

And would God expect the fanged pard 
To drowse and dream then, 
When the prey, his blood-foe. 
Fell into his den ? 
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And would God expect the dark priest 
To lie like a clod, 
When the hated pale foe 
Had stricken his god ; — 

Had shattered his image of faith 
With laughter obscene, — 
Had filled with the shadows of death 
His heaven serene ? 

Then close the eyelids of thy soul 
That it may not see ; 
And give me thy heart, — the whole ! 
And lean to me. 



ONE STAR. 

Commingled weathers and the onsetting wind 
Of circumstances compassing the sky ; 
New dazzling faces, and that human cry, 
Monotonous and never answered, dinned 
Into the heavens' hollow : * Have we sinned ? 
We seek for truth ; ' and cast on shore near by, 
* With what of truth for us do you stand nigh ? ' 
And echoes of the bygone ages thinned ; 
And eastern clouds foreshadowing the grace, 
Forerunners of the beauty still afar ; 
All seek to call my heart from thy embrace. 
And. me by sad election from thee bar ; 
But in this ragged sky, a rent, a space 
Opens to me for aye thy fcice, my star ! 



39 



WINGED WORDS. 

The chattering world hears but the nearest peal . 

Of resonant echoes to the words it speaks ; 

But down 'mid Helheim's ashen-lighted peaks 

All echoes ever course to lost words leal : 

White spirit hounds, red-eared, with whirlwinds wheel, — 

Misfortune hangs upon their howl ; — with bloody beaks 

Swing screaming eagles ; kites emitting shrieks ; 

And nightingales whose sorrow cannot heal ; 

And turtle-doves, with liquid coo for coo ; — 

And one, an echo womanly and kind. 

Incomparable, tender, sweet and true ; 

And then a wandering voice by love made blind, 

Suing to reach the echo fallen from you. 

Seeking by it my lady's heart to find. 
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THE KNIGHT-ERRANT. 

I, TOO, have loved as they say men loved 

In the days of chivalrie ; 
When each knight placed his lance in rest, 
And bowed his helm with holy crest, 
Since fingers fair had there been pressed, — 
And muttered hot prayers in his breast 

In those days of chivalrie ! 
When each knight gazed in his lady's eyes, 

So high with sanctity 
They looked as heaven's unspotted skies, — 
And laid fciint lips to lily hand, 

And vowed in veritie 
To ride and seek as he were the wish 

Within her maiden heart ; 
To dwell as pure as she would do, 
And offer up his prayers so true, 

41 
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To her as her own wishes do, 
To gain new strength in Avarm desires, 
To feed anew their earnest fires^ 
So true, so true to be ! 



I, too, have fought, as they say men fought 

In those days of chivalrie. 
When knight to knight threw gauntlet down, 
And bade his God, since guilt must drown 
And truth be saved and have renown. 
Look on his quarrel's justice down. 

In the days of chivalrie. 
And when the shock of the chargers twain 

Shattered the lances eagerly. 
He beat with broadsword ready and fain, 
On helm and hauberk blacksmith blows 

Full oft and heavily ; 
And blind with blood and hot with hate 

In flames within his breast. 



THE KNIGHT-ERRANT, 
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Opposed, withstood, till all was fire. 
That wrapped the brain in one desire, 
One rage, — to kill and then expire ! 
That burned through every open wound 
That only died in his death-swound, — 
So bold, so bold was he. 



II. 



SPRING. 



THE AWAKENING. 

The earth is waking, hark 1 she stirs at last. 

So like the sleeper of a hundred years 

She lay outstretched, begemmed with icy tears. 

Pale as the flying snow that o'er her passed, 

Embowered in halls of ice whose columns cast 

The gleam of northern lights like flickering fears ; 

But now the sun climbs up the sky, and peers, 

And passes in to where she sleepeth fast. 

Awake, bright earth, the sun has come again ; 

He kisses thee while thou art slumbering. 

As warm the kiss, so warms the bosom then, 

And fer within her heart begins to sing 

Like lonely bird in some forgotten glen ; 

And through her lips sighs first sweet breath of spring. 
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SPRING SHADOWS. 

The birds, the trees, the fluttering winds of spring, 
The poet's treasure house of such rich store ! — 
Are restless now, and from their passion pour 
Dear songs of hope, dear sighs of love that bring 
To hearts that from this tender learning sing 
The glow of restful, green and deep love-lore ! 
That strangest former spring is here once more, 
But colder in its flush and coloring ; 
And songs are sung, and sighs are sighed anew. 
Sweeter and softer than in time gone by. 
I can not tell whether the old hope flew 
And left no brood to sing the old nest nigh ; 
I can not tell whether the old love grew. 
Or menaory sadly sighs for the old sigh. 
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A PRAYER. 

4 
4 

A PALE, unhealthy doubt disturbs my* calm, 
And glimmers like the light in dying eyes ; 
Now glows, and shows no spring of love can rise 
From the sealed waters of my heart, — nor balm 
Of self-forgetting happiness alarm 
Disease in cancerous self that mortifies ; 
And now it burns as low as if it dies, — 
Thy spirit guards my peace with dominant arm. 
Protecting angel ! breathe upon this glow 
Born of the pallid growths of dusk and damp. 
Lest from them still this phosphorescence flow, 
Lest this, not thine, be all my guiding lamp 
And lead me where despair treads to and fro, 
Despondency and death last effort cramp. 
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INQUIETUDE. 

Where art thou now ? My hands are groping slow, 

Uncertainly as owls fly in the day, 

To touch thy garments' hem, to feel a ray 

Of warm light fall upon them clinging so, 

All chill and numb without the wondrous glow 

That strengthened hands, warmed heart with a new May. . 

The glow so luminous thine eyes display . 

Makes day for me, and though suns come and go 

It still is night till thou and thine are here ; 

Then light greets soothingly eyes strained and stark, 

And to the heart falls down, bright, full and clear. 

Doubts of thy f%ith, fears of thy love, which, dark, 

Float at the brim, in such an atmosphere 

Sink down, light-logged, to sink in vain for dark. 
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DAWN. 

Deep visions of the livelong night, farewell ! 
Dim spectres of the past that black is burned, 
Fantastic dreams of future feces turned 
Upon the present mist within the cell 
Where sleeps despair, the hydra, breathing spell 
And spasm upon the chained one who has learned 
To merely grimly bear, nor has discerned 
The higher, nobler courage that can quell. 
Farewell ! the morning comes, the warm sun swims 
Up through the tremulous refulgence spread 
O'er purple sky and distant dark hill-rims ; 
The chill of heart those visions cast has fled. 
And hope beats in and out as swallow skims 
Through summer day till the moon rises red. 
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DISTANCE. 

Five hours away, across the purple waters, 
Five hours more warmth, of sun, of life, of soul. 
Hast thou, the peerless, tenderest of earth's daughters, 
Hast thou in gladness without dole. 

Five hours ! the sweetness of a day dissolving, — 
Measured in miles a cheerful path to see ; 
But counted by the earth to meet the sun revolving, 
And crossed by an ocean, a long road barred to me. 

Five hours of life, a point upon life's cycle. 

Yet a generous arc upon the inner ring, 

Filled with the sudden growth of knowledge psychal, 

Covering full lustra with the influence they bring. 

As the sun the earth, so the soul the earthly 
Gives the heat of life, the light of life, — and more, 
Even life itself ; then where for thee can dearth lie 
Amid these five soul-hours with all their precious store,. 
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IN CHAINS. 

The cell is open ; let the shackles drop 
Of their own weight, and added painful past. 
The kind earth will receive them, as she has 
Our many errors, and will soon our. dust. 

'Still hearing softly 'gainst their polished sides 

The sun-motes tinkle mournfully enough, 

I walk the same dull round within the cell ; 

Seeing the silent change of shadows faint 

And hopeful of decay, to the clear dark 

Of noon's despair, which makes all contrast keen. 

And the unrestful blackness of their night' 

Take in your new-nerved hands the rusted plow ; 
Unfaltering, the share drive through the loam. 
Cutting new furrows for new seeds of growth ; 
And leave the shackles rusting in their turn. 
I tell you peace will come with sweat of work ; 
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IN CHAINS, Si 

And all the long past will then be sun-burnt out 
The trees will nod to thee across the hedge, 
The birds will call thee from the farthest bound, 
Wait for thee there, and when the furrow's done. 
Turn when thou turnest and warble on before. 
And thou wilt see new growth, and feel thine own. 
The spring will push new sap through all thy veins ; 
New-bom thou wilt be to the grace of earth. 
Beauty ' 11 beset thee close on every side ; 
Sweet odors that will make thee swoon with peace ; 
Sweet sounds will wake thee with a holy joy ; 
Sweet sights will bring a heart-ache with delight ; — 
For thou shalt be as new as Adam was. 
Fair feces that will smile half-sad to thee, 
And by their sadness lead thee from thine own, 
And beckon thee away from anguish past 
With tender movements of the mouth and smiles. 
Then eyes will come and meet thine eyes with love, 
And thou shalt know the tenderest pangs of all 
Dealt delicately to thee from his fangs, — 



52 IN CHAINS, 

The serpent that each one of Adam's sons 
Presses the closer as it stings him most, — 
The subtile serpent twisting, twining love ! 
And thou shalt hear low calls and tender sighs ; 
And see the vine of kindred stretching out, 
Knotted with deeds of kindness, on all sides. 
And then thy heart will open of itself, 
A new bud blown in summer winds, to find 
How far its ruby glow has gathered friends. 



TRUTH. 

The silver wave of starlight shakes itself 

Free from the shining planet as a drop 

Of cooling dew falls from a lily's throat ; 

And swims through space with palpitating breast, 

And threads, in wonder, paths of golden orbs, 

Those grandly sweeping, silent, ag^d worlds. 

The way is straight, and still the silver wave 

Pursues it, growing bright with wisdom born 

Of nearness to the working plans of God. 

The way is straight, yet years must pass away 

Ere it can bless the gazer on the earth, 

And give unto his mind its wisdom's wealth. 

Thus out of the deep distance to our ken, 

Thus bright with all the splendor of the path, 

And rich in all the beauty of the near, 

Truth comes to us with one dim tale to tell. 

Carried by such white messengers afar : 

Some space, unknown forever, holds truth's star! 
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LOVE DEFERRED. 

As slowly as the laden barge is drawn 

On its strange course through field and over stream, 

So drearily the days are dragged that teem 

With incidents adverse ; the youthful dawn 

Crawls noonday ; shrouded in the clinging lawn 

Of quiet clouds, the sunset's latest gleam 

Lights the apparelled day's dead face with dream 

Of grander life for it, for us, when gone. 

But man has love to seek before youth goes, — 

Love dowered upon him as reward for strife ; 

So hours drip drearily, while blossom blows. 

Seed fcills, and winter winds are rife, 

Till sick at heart with unblest love he grows 

Aweary of the promise of his life. 
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REVERIE. 

Sun after sun moves on above my head 

And fcills below the west ; and day to day 

Is added, bounded by the evening's gray. 

Can thoughts of tliine be pictured in suns' red ? 

Can twilights passing over thee be dead 

And bring me not thy sweetness in their gray, 

Perfuming ocean winds upon their way 

From thy world unto mine by pity led ? 

What else from thee have I to be content ? 

What present thoughts of thine can come to me ? 

I can but dream of days whose riches spent 

Were flung upon a shrine for memory. 

Though fanciful the thought, with sunlight blent 

I deem the sun brings dreams that stray from thee. 
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ANTICIPATION. 

As one who sails against a stubborn tide, 

His boat a shell, himself the only crew. 

His hand at yielding helm, when hand is true 

Through ripple gay draws slowly on beside 

The sunny banks : so I have ever tried 

To beat the stream of space to come to you, 

Through storm, in brooding calm, 'neath cloudless blue ; 

And ever gain a little, nor abide. 

And when the broad savannah opens wide 

Before my eyes the glories of its rest, 

Then can I disembark to meet my bride ; 

Then can my love be uttered unrepressed ; 

Ay, gathered, garnered, — ^answered, glorified 

By tenderest confessions from thy breast. 
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SPEAK TO ME. 

Send word to me across the sea, 
The sea that spreadeth broad and free, 
Rapt in its dreaming liberty, 
Yet pushing bold ' tween me and thee ! 

A breath of thine allowed its way, 
O' er random spray, through dark and day, 
Borne in the breast of wind astray. 
Would come to me who wait alwav. 

A kiss of thine in silence sent, 
Though burthened and with sad love blent 
Breasting the ocean's discontent, 
Would pass, divine, o'er forces spent. 

Then speak to me across this sea. 
The bourn o'er which I gaze to thee 
While tides are changing drearily. 
In haughty cruel liberty. 
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THE CATHEDRAL. I. 

I TELL my beads and drone my curious prayers, 

Like crone who lingers at cathedral door. 

Not able to crawl in across the floor 

And cast them all before the Christ who spares, 

She hugs and doats upon her petty cares 

And sins, and warms them in the sun ; not more 

Than fitful waff of incense, echo-spore 

Floats by her to be webbed in sense that snares. 

The mystery of pellucid shadow-deeps, 

The broad uncolored light from dome aglow, 

The columned aisles, and altars where there sleeps 

The little taper's flame, unstirred and low, 

The wondrous paintings in which fancy's steeps 

Are climbed to heaven ; these yet I cannot know. 
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THE CATHEDRAL. H. 

I TELL my beads, and day slips down to day, 

Some large, some small, but all in monochrome. 

I mutter pater noster : Yellow foam, 

Filled with my thoughts of her, dissolve away ! 

Yet thoughts which were thy life will ever stay 

Till I am thankful for them. Ave : Home ! 

Thou laggard day, my future vineyard's loam 

Is from thy dust And these the prayers I say. 

The miserere sobs .from organ-throat. 

And vague and passion-faint as spended grief 

The cry is felt by me. Oh ! soul afloat 

Upon that melody when is relief 

For thee ? when canst thou cease thy praying rote. 

And enter where is love beyond belief ! 
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THE CATHEDRAL. IH. 

In front of the high altar I will fall ; 

And crowned by love's exalting aureole, 

Dropped down on brow from her dome-heights of soul, 

With tremulous voice upon her heart will call, 

In husht, entangled whispers proffer all 

My sinews' service, and my brain's control 

Of its own fought-for fief, though hill of mole 

Within thought's realm, the suzerain of all. 

The glory of her soul above, around. 

Will raise me up, and I will stand a king ; 

Worthy to worship on this holy ground. 

To breathe chaste air, hear inner voices sing ; 

Rejoicing, in that I at last have found 

Acceptance in her soul for gifts I bring. 
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SONG. 



Whisper softly to thy flowers, gentle Spring ! 
Low and musically let thy songsters sing ; 
Make beautiful and loving every thing ; — 
And then to me my heart-lost darling bring ! 



YOU ARE THE SPRING. 
You are the Spring has come into my heart ; 

a 

Your tears, her showers which leave your beauty fresh. 
Your smiles, the sunlight in the breezy air, 
Your kisses, the sweet feeling of new strength, 
Your laughter, the low music of her joy, 
Your sighs, the longing love within her veins. 
You are the Spring, new come into my heart ! 
I shall possess all you ! your bright, clear sky. 
Your loving sunny air, your blush and bloom. 
Your deep delights and sweetest sweets be mine ! 
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I. 



ONE DAY. 



Hie away ! Hie away ! 
From where the dusty dullards stay, — 
Through the night until the dawn 
With bright, kind, loving eyes brings morn, 

The morn of my fair day ! 



II. 



ONE MONTH. 

Hie away ! Hie away ! 
From where the showers of April play 
With the lagging hours, till near, — 
Then here ! the glories swift appear, — 
The floods of sunshine from my day of May ! 
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BAFFLED. 

From out my heart there shot a thought to-day, 

A gondola from silent palace door. 

And in the shadow quiet as before 

The palace gazes at its image gray 

Deep where the waters with the shadows play. 

And in this thought was an ambassador 

Armed with Venetian cunning, fencing lore. 

To reach his end through coils of sinuous way 

To th' postern in the citadel of will ; 

To guard himself, to push a quick clean thrust 

When able foes from ambush spring to kill. 

This eve he baffled brings back his dead lust. 

A shadow-form our race's need to fill ; 

A ghostly barge framed of the ages' dust. 
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TWO IN A WORLD. 

Two eagles in the storm-clouds, powerless ! 
Beating their draggled wings against the blast ; 
Wet, weary, blind, swept solemnly and fest, 
Near but apart in quivering helplessness ! 
Lost atoms caught in the tempestuous stress ! 
In silence, shrieking, not, for shrieks have passed 
Like momentary flames ; but to the last 
Clutching the stable thought in their distress 
Of dear companionship, of bearing woe 
That each would bear alone for other's sake, 
That both must bear together, sweeter so. 
If they on joyous pinions yet will take 
Untroubled voyages through the air aglow. 
Close fate the secret holds, and will not break. 
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IN THE ARBOR. 

I WAS reading Confucius 
Here in the sunlight, 
Waiting for you. 

That sage old Confucius, 
With pages of wisdom, 
Partly false, partly true. 

On the white of the volume 
The leaves of the arbor 
Were shadowed in blue. 

And the breeze, like Confucius, 
Now gentle and fickle, 
False and now true, 

Kissed the leaves of the arbor, 
Sending the sunlight 
Fluttering through. 
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But I stumbled in reading 
And fell into dreamland, 
Thinking of you. 

I had the gay sunlight, 
Bright-tempered sunlight. 
Foe of the dew ; 

And I had the green leaflets, 
High-reaching leaflets, 
Frolicsome crew ! — 

Is it strange I should dream of 
Your smiles and your fcincies, 
Thinking of you ? 

After day the night cometh, 
Springtime, then autumn, 
Sunlight, then dew ; — 

After joy cometh sorrow. 
The smiles and the fancies 
Vanish untrue. 
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Let for smiles come the tear-drops, 
Sad truth for your fancies, 
Ah ! still I have you ! 

Love, thou art my Confucius ; 
In storm or in sunshine 
Still I have you ! 

But stay ! where I stumbled 
See what Confucius, — 
Can it be true ? 

Long after the teardrops — 
Long after the death comes 
For me — and for you, 

When in those distant ages 
Will this generation 
E' en be called new, 

Then shall we once again be 
Sitting in sunshine, 
Forgetful of dew ; 



6Sl IN THE ARBOR. 

With our hearts filled with loving, 

« 

And once more as happy 
As loving is true ? 

I could sleep through those ages, 
Resting untroubled. 
Dreaming of you. 

Since assured of our meeting. 
The aeons would fly as 
The last swallow flew. 

And I could lie calmly, 
Awaiting with patience 
Awakening to you. 

How would smile old Confucius 
At fancies flitting 
, From rosemary to rue. 

From the rue of thy sweetness 
To rosemary, my remembrance, 
Sleeping, of you. 
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But the present is with us, 
In perfume, and color, 
With love that is true ; 

Let the bald-head Confucius 
Sit calmly nodding 
While I have you I 



III. 



SUMMER. 



I. THE PLUNGE. 

A SKY with sleeping clouds, a shingly shore ; 
Qear air, blue waters, brilliant waves that rock 
Reluctantly 'gainst sands, a bubble flock ; — 
What beauty can the eye desire more ? 
What full delight can e'er be ranked before 
Swift plunge, straight stroke, and toss and nervous shock, 
Which scatter white foam from the white arms* lock, 
And give green worlds for man's joy to explore ? 
The highest flight in freedom that man knows 
Is here enjoyed ; the next experience 
To th' unmixed soul-life we can but suppose 
Is this : the body's languor gone, the mind's potence 
By its strange accidents surrounding grows. 
And by the thrill of life from every sense. 
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11. THE GREETING. 

Floating in eastern ease, at peace with self, 
My heart flies from my smiling mouth, as quaint 
As naked, tonsured soul of monkish saint. 
The bird with claws torn free from weighty pelf 
Of alien fish sweeps off to rocky shelf 
Across the sea, in gladsome unrestraint, 
Though brief with wings in sunny freedom faint. 
A shelving islet anchored by itself, 
Beloved of birds that fly and ships that sail, 
It reaches, proud to seek thy nested heart 
That waits with folded pinions for its hail ; 
And then in joyful tones they greet apart, 
And thine doth hearken to the tender tale 
Ti)ld.o'er and o'er from happy heart to heart. 



71 



III. THE ALLIES. 

My happy heart will whisper thine to lure 
The shrinking one to seek the quitted prey ; 
And will thine answer : ' Home is home alway, 
The waters wide, no radiant future sure, 
The fates alone know what is to endure, — 
I know each nest-twig where I' d happier stay ; 
No strange new quest must lead me far away ' ? 
* Ah ! Life has troubles that must thee inure 
To bravely bear, away or at hearth-side ; 
And where the heart builds there is ever home. 
Think how the prey rocks idly in the tide. 
In empty summer trance, the froth of foam ! 
Together toward it let us stretch wings wide. 
And bring it captive to our single home. ' 
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I. THE LETITR. 

Unconscious of the message leaving hand 
And heart, to give thee word of him — forgot ? 
Care-free, .perhaps, by cloudy absence' blot 
Upon the meagre lines which with thee stand 
For our heart-beats' accord so quickly spanned 
By time, by love, by memory ; not a jot 
Left of the old-time melody I wot. 
Lost in the silence of black distance bland. 
Is right then mine, disturbing bosom's peace ? 
Have I excuse for thrusting me in sight ? 
I have thy pity's warrant, not release, 
Grand jury of thy feehngs to indict 
Thy heart, my sheriff-love who will not cease 
To keep the prisoner in durance bright. 
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II. SENT. 

What is the end to be, the letter gone ? 

Am I to live the same sad life all through, 

And gulp my folly as the drunkards do, 

Lose nerye to rise and turn to comjng dawn ? 

What if the dawn prove a reflection bom 

Of hidden spreading fire that stains the blue ? 

Why wish for nerve when risen hope turns too, 

Sees it delusion, vails her head, forlorn ? 

Would 1 assured could calmly wait the beams 

Which run so swiftly up the fe,rther side 

Of the horizon-hills, and leap in gleams 

From tops far up and off, their strength thrown wide 

Into the sky, and glide to earth that teems 

' Neath the new morn will see me satisfied. 
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III. THE ANSWER. 

' Beware of hopes too fond/ the letter warns, 

Yet its existence is full plea for hope. 

' Strike through the panting bosom's bubbled slope, 

And reach the heart^of dear desire who fciwns 

For the hot pressure of thy love she mourns.' 

Yet should I kill desire how wouldst thou cope, — 

When thy kind heart desire's death would ope 

Would bloom so close to mine when friendship dawns — 

With my unresting will, when through the night 

Alone with my desire he waits for thee ? 

Thou thinkest, then, that he in friendship's light 

Would be less zealous and no clearer see ? 

And not compel thee by his wiles outright 

To find that rose, thy opened heart, with me ? 
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IV. THE SCULPTURE. 

Well done and nobly I since the end is well; 

And noble in its coronation hour. 

For now the deed has grown a stately flower, 

And bears thy answer in its opened bell, 

The blessing sunshine ! It has come to tell 

What did the days of separation dower, 

What the result of thy sustained power : 

A statue of thy soul, wrought miracle. 

And since I laud thy work and love thy soul 

I' 11 Set this statue in the market-place, 

That when the coming men their mercy dole. 

And haggle o'er their pinchbeck peace and grace, 

Its whiteness shall lift up from these their whole 

Great hearts to th* tender truth in thy souFs face ! 



76 



WISHES. 

Your hand to soothe the restless brain, 
Your voice to give my heart reply, 
By every word, by every tone 
Chord sounded, cry to answered cry. 

Your heart uplifted where my soul 
Sits silent with shut, sullen eyes, 
Blind to the glories that enfold 
Him whom thy vigil deifies. 

Your eyes to light me on my way, 
Wherever that way wanders to ; 
Led by their glow, I could not stray, 
As I alone, would, lonely, do. 

Can I have these ? It is too much 
For prayer of mine to ask and gain ; 
And yet it kneels with humble touch 
Of clasped hands on its breast of pain. 
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A MEMORY. 

Oh ! sweet and pitiful look within thine eyes ! 

The flurry of destroying nervous hands 

Which strewed the paper flakes as winds strew sands I 

The flush of new emotion, pale surprise 

Encrimsoned by the nameless fears that rise 

When brow of maidenhood is freed from bands, 

And fiercely startled, open-eyed she stands, 

And sees the nearness of love's verities ! 

A great magician I to make this change ; — 

The sculptor modelled thee, nor kindly so, 

But slowly to my mirror's truest range 

I led thee overcome by this new glow, 

Thou sawest how thou wert seen, and thou wert strange 

And glad and tearful, facing what we know. 
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THY TENDERNESa 

« 
Thy tenderness ! Oh ! who that can would sing 

Of aught else, knowing thee and this thy light, 

The virtue of thy womanhood, so bright 

Thy other excellences, lights, too, fling 

The shadows of themselves without the ring 

Of lustre from this chaste actinic white. 

And though thought cannot frame what I would write, 

A simple song with sonnet-wreath I bring. 

Praising at least what I can never mete, 

Viewing the near whose bounds I cannot see. 

Tasting the cup that I know harvest-sweet, 

Still never tasting sweetness worthily. 

Yet, as I found, I can its lustre greet. 

And greeting thus is richest meed to me. 
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SONG. 

Morning. 
The singing mom is here 
With melody and light ; 
It warbles at her ear, 
And waves its pinions bright. 

Noon, 
The sky is burnished blue, 
Its calm is over all ; 
A pair of eyes so true 
Holds me in closest thrall. 

Afternoon, 
The sun aweary sinks, 
And the sad shadows grow ; 
A nut-brown head that thinks 
Of happy days droops low. 

Night, 
The flames of light are gone. 
The sober dusk is here ; 
The two bright eyes that shone 
Grow lustrously moon-clear. 
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CAMALDOLL 

I LOVE thee ! and a golden atmosphere, 

Palpitating, covers like a sea 

Clear to all light, my whole life here ; 

And from the hights of my Camaldoli, — 

Renunciation and heaven's purity, — 

My soul in the amber air is visible, 

A new Atlantis, indestructible ; 

Its deep-blue passion sea, its Capri cliffs. 

Its seething city, its volcanic rifts. 

Its hills, uncrowned, topped with ruins ! 
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MY SPIRIT-BOAT. 

My spirit-boat 

On thought afloat 
Longs to sail to thee ; 

But its rude passengere 

The body and its gear 
Hinder its course along the sea. 

Buoyant it rocks and dreams 

Of woods and silver streams 
Where its winged voyage may cease ; 

But the faint pilot lies 

Longing with heavy sighs 
For that sweet woody dell of peace. 

May he arise at length 

With love's new-g^ven strength, 

And ply the paddle till he reach the strand. 
Then my spirit on the tide 
Would no longer restless ride, 

Would lie blest and quiet on the sand. 
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Then could the pilot weak 

All the deirs beauties seek, 
Beauties unseen and all unknown before ; 

Given graciously to him, 

Land where the senses swim 
With love and deep mysterious love-lore. 

Then will he blessing gain, 

Singing but one refrain, — 
* Love and love and love ! ' forevermore ! 

For the flowers are his to take ; 

And for all bright buds that break, 
Many will grow from the sweet dell's store. 

There will the pilot rest, 

Deep in the delFs soft breast. 
Where sweet odors come and sunlight lies, — 

There, with blue skies above. 

Like woman's eyes of love. 
Dreaming of you and love and paradise 1 



A FRIEND. 

Is poetry the sea that shines and sings, 
And fills the longing of the eye and ear? 
• Then painting is the silent sky whose wings 
Spread broodingly above all atmosphere. 
Among the suns that in this sky shine clear, 
A friendly star I know whose influence clings 
To all it shines on, makes familiar things 
In its own bright philosophy more dear. 
With crisp and critical light this earnest star 
Clears in the theorizing-haze of art 
A luminous free space, where glories are 
Which tend on quick-eyed observation, single-heart, 
And love that labors in humility. 
Which crown at last these sister-workers three. 
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BENEDICTION. 

Can we who know not yet this joy you feel 
Enter within your opened heart and say, 
Such is your welcome to this joyful day, 
So fair your fortune, and so rich your weal ? 
At least we from our future hopes may steal 
Some feeling of your happiness to-day ; 
At least kind wishes to your child we may, 
Like gathered fairies, bring ; perhaps reveal, 
If prophets are not dead, her sunny fete. 
And since her name is dear indeed to me, 
My wish becomes a power to guard her state. 
May she have gentle girlhood, bright and free. 
Dear motherhood, in tender teachings great, — 
And love overflow through life's sweet reverie ! 
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THE EXPECTANT SHIELD. 

I HOLD my heart up to the rising sun ; 

The burnished shield shoots out a ray to thee ; 

The sky and thou may see its blazonry. 

Venus, the morning star, since day begun 

There burns undimmed by silken sunlight spun 

In floating meshes over land and sea ; 

Her tincture flashes from it ruddily, 

As flames the white plume where lost blood has run ; 

High in the field its honor-point is red, 

Deep in the field the red is at its heart. 

On it, expectant, ' tis for thee to spread. 

Unalterably, device that sets apart 

My manhood as thy knight : thy emblem wed 

Forever with the color of my heart. 
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MIDSUMMER THOUGHTS. 

When the leaves redden with her maiden shame 
Before earth dons her bridal robes of snow, 
I then shall hear thy voice, surprised and low, 
And hold thy hands, and see thy face's flame ; 
And as I look beneath thy brow the same 
Kind eyes shall be my angels, and I know, — 
I think, — will bring sweet tidings with their glow 
From thy retired heart, of love that came 
While brooding on a quiet memory 
Of days wjien all earth laughed 'neath loving sun. 
Thy heart, a halcyon bird upon that sea. 
Rested with folded wings whose flight was done, 
For love was bom in beauty unto thee, 
And happy hours of rosy light begun. 
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THE ROSE. 

Dost thou remember the day wheh I told thee ? 
When my spirit was warm by thy coldness of brow ? 
How I longed near my wide- opened heart to enfold thee 
With these arms that can never encircle thee now ! 

The silence that followed the sight of rose blooming 
So close to thy foot, interrupted thy song ; 
And moment to moment came silently dooming 
The rose to be trampled or treasured for long. 

Wilt thou tread out its sweetness where sorrow that 

creepeth 
Will sustenance find in the waste thou hast made ? 
Wilt thou pluck it and wear it close where thy heart 

sleepeth, 
That there and there only at last it may fade ? 
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The time of surprise brought with it thy blushes, — 
Oh ! sweet was the sight of those blushes to me ! 
They came like the dawn when red sunlight rushes 
Over the feice of a fathomless sea ! 

Sweetly the tone of love to thine ears sounded, 

Hearing thy worth in another's love-life ; 

And thou felt'st that by thee was his wide longing 

bounded, 
And in thee the royalty, dower of wife. 

Sad were the eyes, — twin flowers uplifted 

After the blush of the sunlight had gone ; 

Heav)' the lids where the tenderness drifted 

Ashore from the deeps where the purple lakes shone. . 

' To pluck it were cruel, though kind in the seeming ; 
If the breath of my sigh brings a bounty of bloom, 
Then with pity I'll leave it with promises teeming 
With its blush for the light, for the air its perfume. ' 



9© THE ROSE, 

Though like the full sound of bells o' er the tneadows, 
Its perfume fills the air and ks color the day, 
What will kill at the ruddiest depths of the red rose, 
Hie canker that gnaws there, will gnaw there alway ? 



SONG. 

MOON CHANGES. 

The moon tossed liigh ^ivbere the by-g<?ne moons 

Have burst into stars asunder 

A feather is of the crane that croons 

On the dark pool lying under. 

The p^lume afloat by the wind of spring 
Is wafted where wind ranges ; 
The moon sails on ; the fickle thing 
Tells us of mystic changes. 

The broad red face of the harvest moon 

Smiles where the lover festeth, 

And brings him love that will not die soon, 

That will last,— while the full moon lasteth. 

.« 

The pining moon is aplodding slow. 

Of her weary path complaining, 

But the quicker love comes, he quicker may go ; 

And now love, too, is waning ! ► 
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SONG. 

I. 

Here is sweeting May, 
And Love has fled away, 
Ah, well-a-day ! 

My heart was cold and young, 
It knew not when he sung 
His roundelay. 

He slept within my arm, 
And brought to me no harm 
In his sweet play. 

And when I kissed him bold. 
He shrieked, 'Ah, Tom's a-cold ! ' 
Yet still would stay. 
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But when my heart grew warm. 
Dear Love began to storm, 
' Here's sad delay !* 

And now my heart holds May, 
And Love has fled away. 
Ah, well-a-day ! 

II. 

I have grown old and gray. 
And Love is here alway, 
Ah, well-a-day ! 

Ah ! youth-forsaken wight ! 
Here Love in my despite 
Makes now his stay. 

My withered hands I hold 
Before my heart grown cold,- 
To give him nay ; 
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But still he enters in 
And raises dust and din 
In his rough play. 

And all my peace is fled, 
And dreams and drowsihed 
Are scared away ! 

But in my heart grown gray 
Love stays and plays alway ! 
Ah ! well-a-day ! 



NEW WINE OF LIFE. 

Or from my love or from my nature's clay 
Strength stripped I strive to gain the goal of peace ; 
To lean with thee where streams of spring's release 
Make drowsy music through our gentle day ; 
But every other heart-beat fires the gray 
Of dull monotonous work that may not cease, 
And heart no longer hopes for strength's decrease 
When goal is gained, but longs to burn away, 
Wrapped in some tongue of true Prometheus fire : 
Caught up to heaven in the chariot's flame, 
Or hurled to hell by bolt of black desire. 
Let the hot cinders fall to whence they came, 
Or the lost light to its own sun aspire. 
So that my life might be one lurid flame I 
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PASSION'S EXTREMES. 

Across the land of passion, barren-burned, 
Drives the hot wind of passionate excess ; 
And the soul, incandescent with the stress 
Of hates and lusts and loves together churned 
Into a world of* fire, is born inumed 
In the wind's deep heart ; in ashes emberless 
Is poured out down the gulf of nothingness ! 
The scourge and fasting and the worn face turned 
To shimmering saint whose due is humble prayers, 
Corroding vows and anguish-salted tears : 
These give soul truth since ecstasy prepares. 
Thus lacerated flesh makes mystic seers ; 
And soil enriched as well as grain yields tares. 
Smiles God at growth of tares, or sights of seers ? 
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IV. 



A UTUMN. 



THE BIRTH OF AUTUMN. 

The day has come when I my love can tell ' 
With richer words robed in the purple tones 
Of deep and passionate longing, words whose bones 
In skeletons stride the earth, and kiss as well. 
With their hard lips, the lips where vices dwell, 
As the God-careless babbling lips of drones ; 
But now and always which true p)assion loans 
Its warmth and substance and its long life's spell. 
And my enforced long husbandry now gives 
A vintage rich enough to build my tower 
Cementing it with wine whose spirit lives 
Transformed in the bell to tones of subtile power, 
And in the walls to odor that regives 
To mouldering care no beauty of love's hour. 
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LOOKING IN VAIN. 



I AM looking for you, looking for you, 
Down the old road that your footsteps true 
Have often trodden through dust and dew ; 
Looking for yoq, looking for you. 

I am looking for you, looking for you, 
Down the old road which the elm-trees shade, 
While they whisper and rustle as if they played, 
Nodding to you, nodding to you. 

To-day you are late, and the elm-trees sigh, 
The wind flees away from an angry sky. 
And my heart is choked with a sudden cry, 
Fearing for you, fearing for you. 

Ah I yes, it is late, for the tempests tear 

And trail through the skies the clouds they bear, 
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Adding dark forebodings to grown despair, — 
Longing for you, longing for you ! 

\ 

4 

Too late, and too late ! the storm is nigh. 
A shattered elm, and a mortal cry. 
And death on a pale horse rideth by, 
Looking for you ! looking for you I 
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And the earth laughs aloud, 

And lays bear her breast 

In its beauty blown proud, 

Full of gentle unrest, 

From the folds of the shroud 

She had wrapped herself in — to die ; 

And her trees drop their balm, 

And her seas break their calm, 

For her lover-kings' tramp is heard nigh ! 



ROCOCCO. 

Can violets bum with love like ardent rose ? 

Are eyes expressive as the lips that kiss ? 

Should the tired heart be lulled with bud' s red bliss ^ 

Or the warm mind be chilled with sapphire woes ? 

Is it upon a lie the pursed leaves close ? 

Or. does all love eyes' silver gateway miss? 

What says the wise bright sun above to this ? 

Or owns the sun a single flower that blows ? 

And owning not, though wise, what can he tell ? 

If then I doubt my love possesses these, 

How dare I thmk in which the truth can dwell ? 

But still those violet eyes, those placid seas 

Shine into mine with moonlight on their swell ; 

And then rose lips kiss back the heart's old ease. 
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Silently, silently, soft through the sea. 
Dreamily moveth my bark unto me. 
Laden with dreams of a maid grown alone, 
Stowed with the riches of blessings unknown. 

Heaveth my heart with its passionate hope, 
Strain my young eyes to th' horizon's wide scope. 
Hollowly soundeth the wave on the shore,— 
Far is my bark from the billows' last roar ! 

Glancing and dancing along by her side 
The young billows play in the shade of her pride ; 
Cooing and wooing, the breezes that blow 
Lightly tell legends of love and of woe. 

And she with the frolicking cubs at her feet, 
And the doves at her ear talking tender and sweet 
Comes proudly and dreamily on through the sea 
And treads o'er the ocean a pathway to me. 
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Here from the beach where the spent billows die, 
Where the winds like their sea-birds in shrill voices cry, 
To the moonlight and sunlight I lovingly pray 
To guide her by night and to keep her by day ; 

Letting no change so disastrous new-form 
The breezes of love to the eagles of storm. 
Letting no growth of a terrible might 
Shake out those manes my bark to affright ! 

Singing or silent, soft through the sea 

Lead on that love-laden ship unto me ; 

Dreamily on, that all she may know 

May be what she brings, dreams of love, not of woe ! 



LOVE. 

Would that with lips made eloquent for good 

For my soul's peace by dew of pearl-drops pressed 

From the serene Madonna's holy breast, 

Once more upon thy silent heart I could, 

As nightingale woos silence in the wood, 

So passionately call and break its rest ! 

I'd teach thee of man's old unwearied quest 

To find the good supreme misunderstood ; 

And thou, persuaded, would believe with me 

That love, the flower which blooms in every path, 

Whose fragrance wafts the soul to its lost sky 

Which lives uncut, even at life's aftermath. 

That only on the soul's grave it may die, — 

Is God's great good which living man's life hath ! 
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ABERRATION. 

The filtered light through this world's daily breath 
We aberrated and untruthful see ; 
Love dances along the strangest paths in glee, 
And steals the heart while judgment wondereth ; 
And life's conclusions from what happeneth 
Yield no strict rule of what life ought to be ; * 
And death, that shadowy fleshless mystery, 
Is aberration grandest, — ^for 'tis death ! 
Of light, love, life, and death, we cleave to love. 
Though all are ours, though with us all are rife. 
For love's most common treasures are above 
The worth of light's abundant golden life ; 
For life is lighted death without this love ; 
And d6ath when crowned by love is lighted life ! 
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THE PINECONE. 

Cold sleet and wailing winds that softly rave 
In brooding ashy light and chill heart-deep. 
And here has fickle nature come to weep 
Her bitterest tears above the summer's grave . 
Beneath the solemn pines which sadly wave 
Their icy heads and moan in troubled sleep. 
Bright summer's grave, that in its grasp does keep 
Her fairest hopes their beauty could not save, 
Her promises by non-fulfilment crossed ; 
All I have loved, all buoying up my soul, — 
A ship held safely, dangerously tossed, — 
All buried here with summer. Lonely dole ! 
A pinecone rattling fells, — ^>^'hat soul is lost? 
And at my feet it rests, — there is its goal. 
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MY . STATUE. 

Proud to the proud, self-centred in thy power ; 
Truthful as truth, and catholic in mind : 
Receiving to thy love where thou dost find, 
With thy divining rod, a golden hour, 
A golden grain of thought, a crystal flower 
Of auric beauty in the quartz unkind ; 
Filled with calm hate of those thy judgments bind 
And force within the outer darkness cower. 
And thus thou standest in these modern days, 
And thus I feel thee, with my chisel slow 
Carving thine eyes beneath thy brows ablaze, 
Reaching the mouth's soft tenderness below, 
When heart leaps Up and dull hand sharply stays, 
And all my kisses on thy lips I sow. 
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THE DOUBLE STAR. 

Twin stars are we among the scattered suns ; 

Our being balances the universe, 

Is bound to all by forces which disburse 

The s\^eeter power that cleaves, the power that shuns. 

Aside from kindred coUrse our orbit runs ; 

And I revolve round thee by blessed curse 

That banns these holy bonds for brighter worse : 

For meteor freedom of the unshackled ones > 

For my desires' home is near to thee. 

Thou.burnest white and uncontaminate, 

And drenched with purple of my love for thee 

I cling within the splendor of thy state ; 

And thou canst never wander lone and free, 

Until thou hast absorbed me in thy fete. 
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THE MEETING SHORES. 

Two distant shores sink down into the deep, 
And reach the valley of the sea asleep 
Forever, fathomless, unstirred, and dense ; 
And there, in calm most tnarvelous, intense, 
Bearing the waters with their waves' fret past, 
Merge each into the other, one at last ! 

Your heart and mine I Each seeks the other so. 
Opposed and slowly to the deeps they go ; 
The bubbled foam, the seaweed cast behind, 
'Mid the primeval rocks each other find, 
And blending, bear together through all time 
Love-longing limitless, and love sublime ! 
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III 



THE LIGHT OF MY SC^^T. 



O iHZsao Foetrr, mr 

Gc:''i<t me lo peace br podis atar 

From trni^ing ^ts dsat irksC'Coe ire : 

An-i iet dij s^ir.t. which is limbcriL ptir 

A!»re m V ac -I and lead me c-q d;v war 

ToTfard die Unknown Gc%L Me recrcitc 

With dir endiaviasm borne elate 

P'onh from the deepest s|>rings of human love; 

The love of beantr, desire that looks above. 

Like some mrsterioos caihedial lamp. 

With steady flame undoing in the damp. 

Which sculptures out the chancel and the na\e. 

The ghosdj colimins, arch and architrave. 

With solemn lines of light amid the gloom. 

Show me mv soul's true ou dines where thev loom. 

lliat I the truth discern, whether 'tis fit 
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For holy service permeating it 
With mystic incense and with organ tone ; — 
Whether ' tis some dark, marble crypt alone, 
A sepulchre for hopes that long are dust. 



A GLIMPSE. 

Fresh memories of soft kissed lips full fain ; 
Of dewy eyes, like violets in rain ; 
Which droop. with tears, which love lifts up again ; 
Of that dear face shaded with loving pain. 
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THE SAGES. 

Some travellers crossed the borders of my land. 

I greeted them as one should seemly do ; 

I feasted them and took them out to view 

The glories I enjoyed at my command. 

' The vivid green which stretches to the strand 

The immortality of love proves true ; 

And that above which shuts life in, the blue, 

Is love's fidelity to life's demand. 

The purple sea and blazing west up-piled 

With opal hues, love's blood and dainty mind.' 

' We mark your words, but cannot be beguiled, 

Since change of one dull tint is all we find ; — 

Red, green, or blue a name,' they wisely smiled. 

So spoke these sages who were color-blind. 
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THE NEW-BORN. 

Thy new-born love has all I have as gifts : 

Treasure of heart, my little honey store, 

To nourish its pale beauty evermore ; 

The frankincense of thought that burning lifts 

Its clouds of woven song where sunlight sifts, 

Of poet's ardent dreams which seek to soar, 

To this thy love to worthily adore. 

The song that sings in lute before the rifts 

Shall be for thee and crown this love o£- thine. 

The myrrh of acrid love, a bitter drink 

With harsh aroma of a poisoned wine. 

And I who with all nerves of soul would shrink 

From harming thy dear love by deed of mine, 

Still give to thee and thine this cup to drink ! 
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INDIAN SUMMER. 

Controlled Desire, 'tis summer's wasting prime ! 

Thou' rt free to walk thy fields and gather there 

The harvest bountiful. Companion fair, 

Across the dew, the tender summer's rime, 

I'll lead thee where the amorous airs shall mime 

The lingering touch of love atremble ; where, 

In secret sunny dells, the trees shall bear 

The fluttering breaths that to the hot lips climb 

Between the swarming kisses that arouse, 

The sweetest queen, when the warm loved one yields ; 

And where the parted curtain of the boughs 

Delights the eye with power the soft sky wields 

When she, rose-tinted bride who joy allows, 

Lies stretched at length upon the distant fields. 
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A DAY DREAM. 

With their soft hands laid gently in thy hair, 
With their weak kisses on thy willing lips, 
I see dim spirits, — stars faint with eclipse, — 
Around my vision of thee everywhere. 
What may these be, whose eyes are wonder-fair 
With dying knowledge, latest gleam that slips 
From heavenly light in birth apocalypse — 
The eyes of Raphael's child beyond compare ? 
They have the forms of the lost innocents 
Who died for Him who died for us, they say ; 
They come in tender dreams, in vague intents 
Of seeking common joy, in dear dismay. 
These thus I dimly see with inmost sense, 
And dream thou dreamest of them in thy way. 
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WATER LILIES. 

Cover the walls with water-lily blooms 

Distilling languorous odors on the air, 

Filling the chamber with the blended flare 

Of mystic light like moonlight shed on tombs 

And the warm morning caught in thicket glooms. 

Burn up the fish's heart that never there 

Sad death of poignant love to come may dare. 

Hush the sweet music tarrying in the rooms, 

For sweeter melody is sung in sighs. 

Lead in the bride, remove her clinging vail, 

With kisses lift to thine her passionate eyes, — • 

What though the lily-lamps are growing pale. 

Her eyes are shining orbs where all light lies. 

And in her arms love brings no future bale ! 
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THE MYSTERIES OF CYBELE. 

Oh, mother Cybele ! To whom pressed prone 
The bodies of the bacchic nymphs afe dear, 
When faint and flushed in revelHng career 
They fall at eve, and, panting, lie alone, 
With sleeping wolf-cubs at their breasts full-blown, 
While the wind shakes them with delicious fear, — 
Now hearken unto our low prayer, O, hear ! 
Watch over us, love' s sweet constraint has flown I 
O'ershadow us, there is no night nor day ! 
Sweet has grown honey-sweet ; and love, a cloud 
Of flame in which our eves would swim alwav, 
A couch of perfume where our hearts lie proud, 
Enraps, supports us, while about us stay 
Thy blessings on thy mysteries unavowed. 
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A VISION. 

With the (fust of the Sphinx on my feet 
Way-worn from the rocks where she fell, 
I lived in the forests to meet 
The goddess I loved, — Ah ! so well ! 

I saw her still panther tread out 
The beauty of form and of bloom ; 
I saw her bright snake whipped about 
A gentle-eyed beast at its doom. 

I saw her long tresses the vines. 
In their tenderness strangle the trees ; 
And her plentiful tears when she pines 
Swell flower-banked rivers to seas. 

I saw the green moss -feathers grow. 
And the insect drop dead at their root ; 
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I saw the gay birds without foe 
Live freely to ravage for loot. 

» 

* Ah ! why, — Oh ! my love, Oh ! my life ! 

Canst thou crush, canst thou kill, canst thou spare ? 
What pulse at thy heart, my grand wife, 
Makes the love, makes the hate, that is there ? 

Tell me, dear heart of all joy ! 
Whence cometh the life you can give ? 
Whither go all the lives you destroy ? 
That ever with you I may live. ' 

« 

And her breath with a passionate kiss, 
Came quick in a tropical dew : 

* For the lovers I had there was bliss, — 

I have killed them, — but ah 1 I love you ! ' 

* 

' Betray me not so, — with a kiss ! 

Though for sak^ of thy love I would go, — 
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For the life of thy love and the bliss, 

I would love thee and die, and not know. 

I would go, whither / cannot tell, 
Or would live, wherefore / do not know ; 
Then show me the heart of thy spell, 
And then love me with all of love's glow ! ' 

Ah ! the gaze of her languorous eyes ! 

Ah ! the lava of kisses she gave ! 

In her bosom all bickering dies. 

In her arms there is rest — of the grave ? 

A mighty wind went shuddering by ; 

On its crest a vulture, with ominous cry, 

Fled over us, followed by clouds piled high, 

Black, bursting with venom they writhed in the sky ; 

And the great" trees rocked and twisted awry. 

And all in the midst of a kiss and a sigh, 

A swoon like the bird of prey, swooped from on high. 

And love and life and death were put by ! 
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Oh ! dismal and dark was the void, 
No moonlight of dream shone down ; 
Not a star from its black depths decoyed, 
Shot through the dense darkness down ! 



But afar, from an unknown hight, 
By a way that was broken and long, 
Came the drip of a spring in the night, 
The scattered notes of a nameless song. 



With a sense of melody sweet, 
And a whisper of things divine ; 
And the musical tread of feet 
O'er a pavement opalline ; 

Where a peaceful song was sung 
Before a golden fire ; 
Whence the song was lost, outflung 
On air serene to be wafted higher. 
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And only the sense so sweet 
And the whisper so divine 
Remained, like musical feet 
On a pavement opalline. 



And then in a wonderful change 
Dim features grew out of the night, 
Mystical, moonlit and strange, 
By an awful calm made stem and white. 



All knowledge enthroned on the brow. 
All beauty made the eyes fair. 
Burn did my heart with a vow, — 
I threw up my hands iij prayer. 

Oh, thou, who thus visitest me. 

Let the light of thine eyes feed my soul, 

Grant thy features I clearer may see. 

Of thy presence sublime give me the whole ! 
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My soul, unknowing, has longed, 

It shall seek thee evermore ; 

Though blind, embittered, and wronged. 

It shall find thee and adore. 

leave me not, fading face ! 
Reveal thy grandeur now. 
Near me remain in the grace 

And strength of thy bright, supernal brow. 

But soon was the dim vision gone ; 
I awoke to despair of the day. 
And beside me in the dull dawn 
The goddess desolate lay. 

Lost ! lost ! and with a bitter crying, 

1 felt the birth of a life-purpose new. 
To be cherished by me, living, dying, 
Till all is done what I am come to do. 
Till before my life's few hours flying, 
I have seen again and found it true. 
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I wandered at night till the morn 
Threw open the gates of the day, 
I wandered on, from the faint dawn 
IV) the brave sunset's last crimson ray. 



I sought in the vase of the flower, 
In the point of the brilliantest star, 
In the pearl from the sad heart of ocean, 
The face I had seen dim and far. 



Where the ore into snow-crystals ran, 
In heart's blood of the new-born deer, 
In the brain of a quick-murdered man, 
In the eve of the murderer near. 



But the young glowing morn was a stmnger, 
And the eyelids of night drooped low. 
And the day was timid in danger, — 
That the crimson eve killed with a blow. 



A VISION. 127 

In the flower no pupil deep, 
In the star no eye-spark bright, 
In the pearl no surfece-sheen. 
In the ore no glance's light. 

So pure with the old gods' glance. 
So calm with an impassive might, 
Was the face by no fortunate chance. 
Could dawn bring me, or day, eve, or night. 



YGGDRASIL. 

O THOU great ash-tree of the almighty God ! 

Thy sap his will in action, thy increase 

His life, waxing toward no ultimate decrease ; — 

Thou, who dost let us feeding tree- worms prod 

Into thy bark, who makest us to nod, 

New-born, with the foretaste of last sleep's peace ; 

Exhalest horror blind and awe without surcease ; — 

Discover us the secret of the sod : 

Death's waste, like sun's light wasted from its source 

In interstellar spaces lost in night. 

Thy life, — pervading, circumambient force. 

Man swims the ether of his love, broad, bright ; 

Till death destroys, — more than decay the corse. 

Do inconceivable stars take sun's lost light ? 
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